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Her Royal Romance 2.5

 

Two years ago, Liliana Gullotti broke off her engagement to Tony Barone, head of royal security, because his job took over his life and left no time for her. But when she sees him at the prince’s wedding reception, she knows she’s never gotten over him. And she agrees to meet him at their old rendezvous spot one last time. 

 

Tony never stopped loving Lil, but has honored her request to stay away from her. But once she approaches him at her cousin’s wedding, all bets are off. He’ll do whatever he can to show the sexy physician she means the world to him. And that a single rendezvous will never be enough. 
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Chapter 1

 

 

Tony Barone, head of security for the royal family of Mezzano, stood at the edge of the ballroom, watching the crowd and listening to the chatter in his ear bud. His men were in place and, so far, all was well.

Women in elegant gowns danced by in the arms of men dressed in sophisticated tuxedos. Important people sat at well-appointed tables, drinking, eating, laughing. Waiters walked by with drinks and food and wedding cake. His men checked in as they made their rounds. 

Tony stood. Watching. Always watching.

Prince Vittorio and Mia Holmberg were married today. Tony had missed the actual vows when he’d had to deal with a disturbance at the back of the cathedral. It had ended up being a couple of kids roughhousing in a corner. He liked the prince and Miss Holmberg—he couldn’t call her that any longer, she was now Her Highness, Princess Mia of Mezzano. Even though he was working, Tony still would have liked to have witnessed their vows.

Perhaps it was just as well. The entire wedding ceremony reminded him of the one he never had. It had been called off at the last minute two years ago. 

Not that his would have been a spectacle on the level of this one. Still, his intended bride was a member of the royal family, a cousin to the crown prince. Her mother was sister to the king, but she’d married an olive farmer, so their lives had been much different than those who grew up in the palace.

As Tony’s gaze scanned the crowd, his eyes were drawn to the short brunette wearing a deep red gown that hugged all those glorious curves in ways that had always made his mouth water. He’d been keeping his eye on her all evening. At the moment she was dancing with Prince Stefano, Vittorio’s younger brother, laughing at whatever her cousin said, her eyes sparkling.

Merde, she looked good. 

Tony took two steps forward before he caught himself. He tore his gaze away from the dance floor. Reminded himself that he was working. It was his job to watch for any threats to the happy couple, their friends, and their family, including all their cousins, no matter how far removed.

It wasn’t his place to cut into a dance between his former fiancée and a prince.

Tony checked in with his team, verified there were no problems, and then couldn’t stop from looking back onto the dance floor. Prince Stefano was dancing with a different cousin now. He couldn’t see the brunette in red anywhere.

“Hello, Tony.”

He froze as the rich, silky voice flowed over him. He swallowed and turned to face her for the first time in two years. “Lil.”

Liliana Gullotti looked even more beautiful than he remembered. Her wavy dark hair curled around her bare shoulders and he knew it would slip like silk through his fingers. Intelligent eyes studied him, probably wondering if he had changed since the last time they’d been together. Her sensuous lips were slicked with the same deep red as her dress. She must have been wearing extremely high heels because the top of her head actually reached his chin. 

“Still working?” She stepped up beside him and nudged his arm gently with her shoulder. Her scent enveloped him, wound around his heart and squeezed. “What a surprise.”

“It’s my job,” he replied with a heavy sigh. 

“I’m not here to pick a fight,” she said smoothly. “It would have been rude not to say hello.”

“One wouldn’t want to be rude,” he mumbled. He’d been around royalty long enough to recognize that regal tone they must be taught from the cradle.

“Don’t be that way. I didn’t mean that how it sounded.” She placed a hand lightly on his arm and it seared him through his tuxedo jacket. She looked up at him through long lashes framing dark chocolate eyes. “It’s good to see you, Tony.”

He didn’t want to fight with her either. “You’re looking good, Lil.”

“You too.” Her gaze swept him up and down. “But then you always looked as good in a tux as you did a pair of jeans.”

He chuckled. She’d always said she liked him best in a pair of jeans, which he rarely had the chance to wear. He breathed in Lil’s scent again, sharp and sexy, and his body reacted, hardening, aching. For her. Always for her. 

“How are things at the hospital?” he asked, to keep her talking. Keep her beside him. “You like it there?”

She dropped her hand. “Yeah. It’s a lot busier, of course. Life flies by much faster in the ER than at the palace.”

Tony nodded. He dragged his eyes away from her to do a sweep of the ballroom. Working. Always working. His job was the only thing of which he could be certain. He had no idea what to say to her now. Why she’d felt the need to approach him after two years. What she wanted him to say. What she wanted him to do. 

All he knew was that he wanted to gather her into his arms and never let her go.

He must have been silent for too long. She cleared her throat and stepped away. “Well, it was good to see you, Tony.”

“The newlyweds are scheduled to leave in less than an hour and then I’m off duty,” he said, the words rushing out of his mouth.

She lifted a brow. “Oh?”

“Meet me in the garden at midnight.” His voice sounded ragged even to his own ears.

“Tony.” Her soft sigh sounded sad. “No. There’s no point.”

He caught her hand when she turned to leave him. Again. “To talk. To catch up.”

“Well…”

His sudden sense of desperation was unexpected, but it gripped him by the throat. “I’ve missed you, Lil.”

She stiffened then. When she tugged her hand away, he let her fingers slip through his. “Good-bye, Antonio.” She cupped his face. Her lips brushed his cheek so lightly he might have imagined it. “Be happy.”

Tony stood there at the edge of the ballroom and watched the woman he loved walk away. With a clench in his chest, he realized he was tired of standing on the sidelines. Tired of merely watching. This time he wouldn’t let her go without a fight.

 

***

 

Liliana hurried away from Tony as fast as she could without appearing to run for her life. Had he been able to tell she was trembling? She hadn’t thought it would be this difficult to see him again. She should never have approached him. Never talked to him or gotten close enough to smell his spicy scent that always brought back memories of snuggling against him and nuzzling the crook of his neck.

He’d missed her? Ha. Wasn’t that just too bad.  

It was time to get out of here. Away from the happy couple and the promises of forever floating in the air around them. She’d come to the party with her brother, Leonardo, but he appeared to be engrossed in conversation with a leggy blonde who looked a lot like the bride. She must be Mia’s cousin, Birgitte, the princess of Stagatland. The way her fingers were tangled with Nardo’s, Liliana doubted her brother would be interested in getting out of here any time soon. She’d just stop by the table and tell him she was leaving.

She had reached the edge of the dance floor when someone grabbed her arm. Whirling around, she found herself in Tony’s arms. 

“Dance with me, Liliana.” His voice was soft and deep and seductive.

She didn’t even try to resist him. Liliana wrapped her arms around his neck and melted against him. 

She’d always loved dancing with Tony. There was something about resting her head on his chest and being enveloped by him that had always made her feel safe and protected. Not that she needed to be protected from anything. 

She just liked being in his arms. That hadn’t changed. He hadn’t changed. Or had he?

“I thought you were working,” she murmured as the musicians slid from one love song to another.

“I’m taking a break.” The warm amusement in his voice relaxed her even more. “My team has everything covered.”

“Oh.” They moved together seamlessly, as they always had. Thighs brushing. Hips shifting as they danced to a song about love lost and found. Of wasted time and seizing the moment. His breath was warm against her cheek as he leaned down to whisper in her ear. 

“Meet me in the garden, Lil. The bench in the center. You know the one.”

“Of course, I know the one.” She swallowed, but didn’t
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